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Jong-. And bore its snow y crest so high, In hoarseand deep _ Iy murmur'd 
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Oil happy orb, the maid would sigh. 
Whose beams yon foamy ocean streak. 
Does thy soft ray more bless'd than l. 
Ah! does it touch my lover s cheek; 
And thou too quickly passing- wave. 
Thou near my love may'st quickly be; 
Say will thy g-litt’ring - waters lave. 

The bark that bore him far from me. 


Birch 




